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Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jim  Crow. 


Jim.  Crow  come  to  London, 

Spite  of  wind  and  weather, 
Him  meet  a  nigger  gal. 

And  they  got  wed  together. 

Mrs.  C.   One  and  one  make  one,  Jim, 
We  can  prove  it  fo. 
For  you  marry  me  and  make 
Me  Mrs*  Jim  Crow. 

Wheel  about i  aud  turn  about j 

And  do  jist  so^ 
Ebery  time  I  wheel  about, 

I  jump  Jim  Crow. 

Jim.       Oh  yes,  Mifsy  Jim  Crow, 
Happy  you  for  life, 
For  Jim  Crow  him  a  great  man. 
And  you  a  great  man's  wife. 
Mrs.  C.    Happy  Mrs.  Jim  Crow, 
All  dat  bery  true. 
And  tho'  fhe  am  a  black  gal. 
She  no  look  black  at  you. 

Jim.       Him  gets  lots  of  money. 
All  dat  him  require, 
De  people  ought  to  call  him 
Mr.  Jim  Crow,  Efquire. 
Mrs.  C.    Well,  Maflfa  Jim  Crow, 
If  you  got  de  guineas. 
You  one  thing  more  to  get — 

Jim.        What  dat  ? 

Mrs.  C.         De  piccaninnies. 
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Jim.       Mifsy  Crow,  me  take  you 
To  fee  ebVy  ting, 
Me  take  you  to  de  concert  room, 
Where  buckra  man  he  fing, 
Mrs.  C.    But  dere  Mafsa  Jim  Crow, 
You  have  fo  many  Pals, 
Dat  me  bery  jealous. 

You  quizzing  ob  de  gals. 

Ji7n.        Me  no  like  the  white  gals, 
Caufe  their  beauty  faint. 
But  him  love  the  black  gals, 
Caufe  dey  neber  paint. 
Both.      Old  folks  and  young  folks 
Pattern  take  by  us, 
Lub  one  anoder  dearly. 
And  give  and  take  a  bufs. 
(They  hiss.) 

ENCORE  VERSES. 

Jim.       Pretty  Mifsy  Jim  Crow, 
De  people  fay  encore. 
We  fing  dem  all  about  us. 
And  yet  dey  will  hab  more. 
Mrs.  C.    Yes,  Mafsa  Jim  Crow, 

Me  fee  dat  berry  plain. 
We  fing  fo  berry  badly, 
Dat  dey  make  us  fing  again. 

Jim.        Lubly  Mrs.  Jim  Crow, 
Me  berry  fond  of  you  ; 
Me  take  you  out  and  treat  you, 
As  other  gemmen  do. 


Mrs.  C.    Oh,  kind  Mafsa  Jim  Crow, 
Me  fond  of  all  tings  nice. 
Me  partial  to  black  puddings, 
And  am  bery  fond  of  rice. 
Jim.        I  mean  to  be  an  Pvl.  P., 
And  fit  in  parliament, 
De  niggers  in  de  colonies 
I  mean  to  reprefent. 

I 

Mrs,  C.    Lucky  Mafia  Jim  Crow, 

If  it  come  to  pafs. 
||  Why  not  de  copper  colour  do. 

When  deyVe  fuch  lots  of  brafs. 
Jim,        Pretty  Mifs  Jim  Crow, 

Give  me  now  a  fmack, 
Mrs,  C.    I  doesn't  do  it^  Jim  Crow, 

Take  that,  you  faucy  black. 

[^Smachs  his  face. 

Jim.  .     What  fighting  Mrs.  Jim  Crow, 

Pm  fure  it  isn't  fit. 
Mrs,  C.    Me  only  ftruck  you,  lubby, 

To  grove  me  make  a  hit. 


Jim  Crow's  Description  of 
Hamlet* 

ISABE  up  all  my  pennies, 
And  wid  fixpence  toder  day, 
I  went  to  de  Surrey  Teatre 
To  fee  de  Hamlet  play. 
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M  hpf  t  fihi  nt,  and  turn  ahavt^ 

And  do  J  1st  so^ 
Ehery  time  I  wheel  about, 

1  jump  Jim  Crow, 

Dey  pi:t  me  in  de  gallery, 

In  a  corner  by  myfelf, 
And  I  lookM  like  a  monkey  dere, 

Grinning  on  a  ftielf, 

Dey  pull  up  de  curtain, 

And  de  firft  ting  I  fee, 
Out  cum  IVlaffa  Hamlet, 

Wid  him  *  Be  or  not  to  be/ 

Him      de  people  if  'twas  better 

To  hit  himfelf  a  crack, 
And  go  off  unto  dat  country 

Where  dey  neber  am  cum  back. 

Now  Maffa  Hamlet  hab  a  daddy. 
Who  neber  wear  him  nightcap. 

And  in  de  garden  ebery  aternoon 
He  us'd  to  take  him  nap. 

Hamlet's  uncle  came  and  cotch  him, 
And  he  grab  him  by  de  ear, 

And  he  pour  into  ^e  focket 
A  whole  bottle  of  ginger  beer. 

Dis  de  people  round  de  neighbourhood. 
Didn't  know  what  to  make, 

Some  fay  he  muft  be  bitten. 
By  de  rattle-fnake. 


But  de  old  man's  ghoft  come  again, 

And  fay  it's  all  my  eye. 
So  don't  believe  your  uncle, 

Kafe  him  tell  a  damn  lie. 

Den  Hamlet  grab  him  uncle, 
And  he  choke  him  by  de  troat, 

And  {hake  him  like  de  debil. 
His  laft  button  off  him  coat. 

But   Giles  Scroggin's  *  ghoft  and  HamleVs 
ghoft, 

You'll  find  it  am  a  faft. 
Are  de  only  ghofts  what  eber  liv'd 
Dis  world  to  come  aback. 

Jim  Crow  in  London. 

HEN  I  come  to  Lunnun  city, 
I  fee  gentleman  quite  dark, 
His  name  is  Achilles, 
He  lives  in  Hyde  Park. 

Turn  about^  and  wheel  abouf^ 

And  do  jist  so^ 
Ebery  time  I  wheel  ahout^ 

I  jump  Jim  Crow. 

I 

l  a  Lunnun  all  they  wifh  for. 

Or  any  thing  they  dream, 
5e  it  marrying,  or  burying, 

They  do  it  all  by  fteam. 

Dver  Lunnun  city, 
Cupid  holds  eternal  reign. 
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It  thrives  in  *  Love  Court,* 
As  well  as  '  Huggin  Lane/ 

When  wives  take  to  fcolding. 

And  among  the  lordly  fex, 
They  fells  'em  in  Smithfield 

With  ropes  around  their  necks. 

That  a  flirew  fliould  be  fold  fo, 

I  wonder  not — not  I, 
But  the  thing  furprife  me  mod, 

Is  that  any  one  will  buy% 

Refpedables  all  keep  a  gig. 

But  all  the  vulgar  fliabs. 
Drive  about  the  Lunnun  ftreets, 

In  patent  fafety  cabs* 

Here  comes  the  old  Virginny, 
And  he  want  you  all  to  know, 

Dat  he  wheel  about  and  turn  about, 
And  jump  Jim  Crow. 

When  a  gentleman  wants  money. 

His  purfe  is  rathet  low. 
To  get  it  how  he'll  wheel  about. 

And  jump  Jim  Crow. 

There's  a  pretty  lady  yonder, 

Sitting  in  the  middle  row, 
To  get  a  hufband  how  fhe'U  wheel  about. 

And  jump  Jim  Crow* 
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Mrs.  Crow's  Arrival. 

r^H,  Vm  de  nigger  Wenus-, 

If  my  name  you  wifli  to  know, 
Dey  call  me  liily  beauty. 
And  Miffee  Jim  Crow. 

Wheel  aboutf  and  twist  ahout^ 

Anddojistso; 
Ebery  time  I  wheel  about ^ 
I  jump  Missee  Crow. 

["was  down  in  old  Wirginy, 

Dat  I  fet  dem  in  a  glow  j 
Jut  de  nigger  vot  von  my  wargin  hearty 

Vos  Maffa  Jim  Crow. 

I  vos  cook  in  de  kitchen, 

Vher  Jim  come  to  warm  him  toe. 
And  him  make  me  jump  wid  joy. 
When  him  jump  Jim  Crow. 

Maffa  James  come  and  mornia* 

Him  dewours  to  me  to  pay. 
But  him  dewours  all  de  grub  up. 

And  den  him  valk  avay. 

So  I  ftartee  off  to  England, 

Cruel  Maffa  James  to  trace, 
Kafe  him  falfehood  make  me  grieve. 

Till  Tm  whitee  in  de  face. 

[But  when  we  got  to  London, 

A  boy  cry  like  a  good  un, 
'  Oh,  crikeys !  lookee  dere, 

Dere's  a  valking  blacka  pudding ! 
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Me  be  berry  mucha  vexed. 
And  tears  in  my  eyes  ftartin  ; 

Vhen  anoder  buckra  debil  (ay, 

Dere's  a  bottle  ob  Day  and  Martin. 

However,  me  foon  laughee, 

And  I  fay — it  werry  clear, 
Dey  fich  very  ftupid  people, 

Dey  no  judge  ob  beauty  here. 

I  fee  de  ladies  all  about, 

Dey  drefs  fo  wery  fmart. 
So  I  bought  myfelf  a  new  white  drefs, 

And  through  the  town  did  ftart. 

And  vhen  me  drefs'd  completee. 
How  de  buckras  me  did  huftle, 

Kafe  me  got  fich  a  pretty  flender  waift. 
And  lots  ob  natural  bu file. 

De  vhite  ladies  dey  paint  dere  cheeks, 

Vid  rouge  or  carmine.. 
But  I  rub  mine  with  de  blacka  brufh. 

And  I  looks  bery  fine. 

I  vent  to  fee  de  figger  in  de  park, 

Dat  vat  hab  got  no  cJo'es  ; 
I  thought  I  fliould  hab  fainted, 

And  1  bluflia  like  a  rofe. 

I  travelled  to  logicom  gardens. 
To  fee  de  beafl:s,  von  arternoon, 

Vhere  dey  vere  going  to  fteal  me, 
To  fliow  me  for  a  baboon. 
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A  man  vot  keep  him  (hop  ob  rags, 
Said — which  I  thought  droll, 

Dat  him  buy  me  out  and  out, 
Juft  to  make  him  blacka  doll. 


IDenl  vent  to  Surrey  Teatre, 

Vhere  fich  funny  tings  dey  fhow, 

Ven,  ftrike  me  vhite!  but  1, 
Saw  Maffa  Jim  Crow. 

I  Jump  on  de  ftage. 

Struck  funny  vid  him  charms, 
t  kifs  him  pretty  faufage  lip. 

And  falls  in  his  arms. 


|Him  fay  me  vos  him  angel, 

De  blacked  of  de  black. 
To  run  arter  him  from  Wirginy, 
1   So  we'd  be  married  in  him  craek. 


I  blufli'd  wid  wirgin  modefty, 
\   Next  day  to  de  church  ve  go, 
Vhere  him  man  wot  vear  him  vhite  ihirt 
Soon  make  me  MiiTee  Crow. 

So  now  we  both  be  married, 

And  bery  fhortly,  I  fuppofe, 
;Ve  ftiall  be  fo  bery  happy, 
;    Wid  a  lot  of  little  Crows. 
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Jim  Crow's  Visit  to  Newcastle. 

I'M  just  come  down  from  London,  on  board  de  steam.boat, 
Caird  de  Menai,  a  vessel  tight,  that  famously  dotli  float. 

Wheel  about y  and  turn  aboxity  and  dojist  m, 
Ebcry  time  I  wheel  about  ^  I  jump  Jim  Crow* 

I  paid  two  guineas  as  for  my  fare,  all  to  eat  and  drink, 
The  captain  he  insured,  too,  that  she  was  not  to  sink. 

She  made  her  passage  bery  fast,  all  by  light  of  moon, 
Methought  at  times  she  far  surpassed  Mr.  Green's  balloon. 

The  light-house  soon  came  in  sight,  and  one  cried  out,  By.gar, 
Mr.  Captain,  we  surely  have  got  U{)on  de  bar. 

So  I  came  up  de  riber,  de  day  being  bery  fine, 

While  hardy  keelmen  plied  their  oars  all  on  de  winding  Tyne. 

De  keelmen  shout,     Ha  !  blackey," — says  I,  Hollows  ! 
Tink  him  in  him  own  countt  y,  sees  so  many  Jim  Crows  \ 

Den  when  I  came  into  de  town,  1  see  you  cut  a  dash, 
Him  look  mucb  like  London,  all  lighted  up  wi'  gash. 

Den  I  came  up  de  new  street,  admir'd  by  eb'ry  stranger, 
On  enquiry,  I  was  told,  *twas  all  built  by  Richard  Grainger. 

Den  all  you  cleber  keel  lads  which  on  de  riber  go. 
Are  like  so  many  broders  of  de  fam'd  Jim  Crow. 

De  manager  of  de  play-house,  to  bring  folk  to  de  show, 
Don't  he  wheel  about,  and  turn  about,  and  jump  Jim  Crow  ! 

Now,  in  de  gallery,  so  many  friends  I  see- 
Some  are  bery  fair,  and  some  are  just  like  me. 

No,  you  dere  in  gallery,  who  for  Jim  Crow  do  shout, 
You  like  a  lilly  drop  of  rum,  to  keep  the  cold  out. 

Dere's  a  lady  sitting  down  dere,  just  in  de  third  row. 
For  a  husband  how  she'll  wheel  about,  and  jump  Jim  Crow! 

Dat  lady  in  de  gallery,  who  dress  so  very  grand, 
I  tink  I  soon  shall  make  her  de  offer  of  my  hand  : 

Aud  if  she  will  have  me,  to  church  we'll  quickly  go, 
And  vhen  de  clerk  does  say  Amen,  we'll  jump  Jim  Crow^ 

Now  I'm  getting  bery  tir'd — I  pray  yoii  let  me  go, 
And  I  will  come  anoder  night,  and  sing  Jim  Crow  ! 


Jim  Crow,  from  Kentucky. 

ICAiME  from  old  Kentucky,  a  long  time  ago, 
Where  first  I  learnt  to  vbeei  about,  and  jump  Jim  Crew. 
Vheel  about,  and  turn  about,  and  do  jistso, 
libery  time  I  vl^eei  about,  I  jump  Jim  Crow. 
Oh,  Vm  a  roarer  on  de  fiddle,  an'  down  in  old  Virginny, 
Dey  say  1  play  de  scientific,  like  Massa  Paginini. 
I  went  down  to  de  riber,  I  didn't  mean  to  stay  ; 
Buf  dere  I  see  so  many  gals,  I  couldn't  get  avay. 
De  oder  Sunday  morning,  !  put  on  my  dandy  coat, 
And  went  down  to  Greenwich,  on  board  of  de  steam  boat. 
One  gemman  ax  de  captain,  'fore  fast'nings  were  clare, 
Huw  much  furder  is  it,  Captain,  now,  before  we  will  be  dere? 
A  Prf  nchman  told  de  captain,  he  wont  to  get  out  on  rail-road, 
K.as€  he  really  was  afraid  de  boat  would  tumble  overboard. 
But  a  very  cunning  chap  on  board,  knowM  ebery  tjing,  it  seera^ 
Uniiertook  to  tell  a  lady  how  de  vessel  work  by  steam. 
He  says,  first  you  see  dis  ting,  wot's  going  tip  and  down  ; 
Well,  deii  you  see  dem  cart  vheels,  turning  round  and  round. 
Well,  den  you  see  dem  oder  tings,  look  like  a  pair  of  tong.«, 
Dey  hit  against  dem  oder  tings,  and  shoves  de  boat  along. 
And  vhen  dey  vant  to  steer  de  boat,  and  bring  her  round  in  time, 
Deres  a  ting  look  like  a  cellar-door,  a  swinging  on  behind, 
n  de  ninety-'leventh  chapter,  ob  de  new  Almanack, 
Dere  it  tell  you  all  about  de  white  man  and  black, 
r^fi  say,  Cain  was  de  first  man,  July  come  Caesar  was  de  oder, 
Dey  put  Adam  on  de  tre^vden  mill,  'case  him  kill  him  broder. 
\nd  den  dat  Mr  Sampson,  was  de  man  who  built  de  ark, 
Vlr  Jonas  was  de  fisherman,  who  swaliow'd  down  de  shark. 
3e  rain  pour  down  forty  days,  by  all  de  people's  counting, 
\nd  landed  Sampton  and  de  ark,  upon  de  Alleghany  mountain. 
)ld  folks,  young  folks,  pray  let  me  go— 
.  come  an#der  time,  and  sing  Jim  Crow, 
lo  neber  mind  de  vedder,  or  how  de  vjnd  do  blow^ 
'or  ill  spite  of  vind  and  vedder.  vill  I  jump  Jim  Crow. 

Trip  to  France* 

I'VE  been  ober  to  de  continent, 
Juft  to  take  a  glance, 
And  fee  de  nmanners  and  de  faOiion^ 
J  Of  de  people  dat  in  France* 
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Wheel  about ^  and  turn  about ^ 

And  do  jist  80^ 
Ehery  time  I  wheel  about, 

I  jump  Jim  Crow. 

When  I  landed  at  Bolony, 
I  walk  about  juft  like  a  fool, 

While  de  French  folks  hoUow'd  arter 
^  Dere  goes  a  Jackey  Bull  !* 

So  I  went  to  de  ftage  office, 
And  a  paffage  dere  I  took, 

In  a  ting  dey  call  a  diligence, 
Looks  like  a  chicken  coop. 

Dere  was  a  Frenchman  and  a  Yankee^ 

A-going  to  hab  a  ride. 
An  Irifliman  and  Englifliman, 

And  Jim  Crow  befide. 

Dey  'gin  to  talk  of  polytics. 

And  which  country  was  de  beft, 

And  I  gib'd  my  opinions  dere, 
Along  wid  all  de  reft. 

De  Frenchman  fay  his  country 
Was  de  beft  in  all  Europe^ 

'Caufe  dey  make  de  mackaroni. 
And  put  garlick  in  de  foup. 

Dunder  and  blixens  !  faid  de  Dutchm; 

And  he'd  leave  it  to  de  reft, 
Dat  Vonhauten  Slakenhaufen, 

Of  vouch  Hamburgh  was  de  beft. 
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Den  de  Irifhman  began  to  laugh, 

And  faid — touch  us  if  you  can, 
We've  got  butter-milk  and  praties, 

Befides  our  agitating  Dan. 

Den  de  Yankee  put  his  fay  in, 
And  fays,  I  rader  tink  and  calculate, 

Dat  Bofton  is  de  place 
For  a  chap  to  fpeculate. 

But,  fay  de  jolly  Engliftiman, 

It  is  my  firm  belief. 
No  country  like  de  country 

Of  roaft  pudding  and  plumb  beef ! 

jj^ow  1  fays — look  here,  white  folks, 

De  country  for  me, 
[s  de  country  whar  de  people 

Hab  made  poor  nigger  frae. 

The  Crash  ! 

Or,  The  Meeting  of  the  Steam  Arm     Cork  Leg. 

[Tl WO  comical  stories  your  smiles  have  won, 
I       The  Cork  Leg  had  a  most  capital  run  ; 
jBut  (because  it  would  not  be  out-done) 
The  Steam^arm  was  rais^d^  and  struck  ev'ry  one  ! 

Ki  too  ral,  &c, 

iTbe  skeleton  travellM  the  globe  so  fast, 
Through  countries  none  before  had  pass'd  ; 
The  limbs  were  from  their  bodies  cast, 
And  their  owners  sapk  to  rest  at  last. 

Ri  tot  ral,  &c. 
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But  these  two  members,  when  brought  into  play, 
To  be  stopp'd  in  vain,  were  tried,  they  say, 
And,  as  round  the  world  they  hurried  away, 
By  chance  they  happened  to  meet  t'other  day. 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

The  Leg  shook  hands  with  the  Arm  in  delight, 
The  Arm  found  the  Leg  in  toe  toe  (toto)  polite; 
So,  to  travel  together  they  did  unite, 
And  off  they  started  with  forty-horse  might ! 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

They  run  'gainst  a  ship  that  was  on  the  rocks. 
The  Steam^arm  gave  it  some  terrible  knocks; 
It  soon  was  released  by  the  mighty  shocks. 
And  the  Cork,  leg  kicked  it  into  the  docks  } 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

They  travelled  by  land,  by  sea,  and  by  air. 
Till  they  happened  to  pass  through  a  country  fair 
How  it  made  the  bumpkins  gape  and  stare, 
To  see  the  mad  pranks  they  play'd  while  there  ! 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

The  Arm  smashed  ev'ry  thing  left  and  right, 
Shows,  toys,  and  booths  demolish'd  quite  ; 
The  Leg  kept  running  about  in  the  fright. 
And  kick'd  every  thing  it  came  near  out  of  sight 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

Away  they  went  with  a  bound  and  a  hop, 
Their  mad  career  nought  seem'd  to  stop, 
Till  they  both  tumbled  into  a  carpenter's  shop, 
Who  both  into  a  strong  box  did  pop. 

Ri  tooral,  &c. 

To  bury  them  off  they  set  with  a  grin, 

You'd  have  thought  they'd  Bartlemy  fair  within ; 

For  the  arm  and  the  leg  kick'd  up  such  a  din. 
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*Twas  a  difficult  matter  to  keep  them  in. 

Ri  to0  ral,  &c. 

At  lengtb  the  bearers  had  finished  their  route, 
When  crash  went  the  lid,  ann  the  arm  flew  out, 
Down  went  the  clerk,  who  for  help  did  shout, 
While  the  cork-leg  kickM  the  sexton  about. 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

The  grave-digger  swore  'twas  too  bad  by  half, 
So  they  seiz'd  on  the  leg,  and  without  any  chaff, 
It  danc'd  all  about,  and  made  the  folks  laugh, 
With  the  grave-diggers  both  hanging  on  to  the  calf! 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

But  coming  too  near  with  this  frisky  trick, 
Steam-arm  felt  inclined  a  quarrel  to  pick. 
So  hit  the  cork- leg  a  deuce  of  a  lick, 
Which  the  leg  return^  with  a  furious  kick. 
,  Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

But  now  of  their  pranks  they  had  play'd  the  worst, 
With  lightning  speed  each  tried  to  get  first; 
Against  the  steam-arm  the  cork-leg  thrust, 

I  Bang !  bang !  went  the  members,  &  both  were  burst ! 

i  Ri  too  ral,  &c. 

I^Twas  like  a  vast  earthquake  said  to  be, 
1  And  shook  the  poor  fish  as  they  swam  in  the  sea ; 
I  hope  there'll  no  more  such  members  be, 
And  trust  there's  no  {h)arm  in  my  L  E  G,  (elegy) 

Ri  too  ral,  &c. 


All  to  astonish  the  Browns* 

l^pHERE  liv^d,  and  may  be  living  still. 

In  one  of  the  streets  of  the  town, 
A  respectable  man,  who  Vi^as  call'd 

By  the  neighbourhood,  Gentleman  Brown. 
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Very  oft  grand  parties  he  gave, 

At  which  in  champagne  you  might  drown, 
Nay,  he  cut  such  a  dash — all  the  street 

Was  jealous  of  Gentleman  Brown, 
Jokery,  jeering,  quiz  ! 
To  the  story  I'm  telling,  O  list. 

How  happy  we  mortals  might  be, 
If  jealousy  did  not  exist. 

The  Caggs,  who  resided  next  door, 

Were  ever  in  sneers  and  in  frowns, 
And  bursting  with  spleen  they  saw 

Such  fine  goings  on  at  the  Browns. 
One  night  Mrs.  C.  said  to  Caggs, 

Some  husbands  are  such  stingy  clowns, 
Or  they  would  give  dinners  and  balls. 

And  show  off  as  well  as  the  Browns  ! 
Jokery,  jeering,  quiz ! 
In  the  course  of  your  life  find  you  may, 

That  a  man  has  no  power  when  his  wife 
Is  determined  to  have  her  own  way. 

Consider  my  income,  said  Caggs — 

Don't  talk  in  that  way,  Mr.  C. 
I  warrant  Td  make  it  suffice, 

If  you  would  but  leave  it  to  me. 
Last  Monday,  I  saw  w^ell  enough, 

When  the  tradesmen  are  going  their  rounds, 
Although  they  had  money  from  us, 

I'm  sure  they  had  none  from  the  Browns  I 

Jokery,  jeering,  quiz ! 
It's  one  of  the  greatest  of  ills, 

When  tradesmen  will  send  in  their  bills— 
And  nothing  else  but  their  bills ! 

Caggs  submitted  to  his  better  half. 
Or  rather  two-thirds,  1  should  say ; 
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\vi\  she  soon  sent  ber  oiders  about, 

DetorininM  to  make  a  display. 
iev  daiifrhters  were  full  of  delight — 

On  Sundays  they  sported  new  gowns, 
And  exclaini'd,  as  they  went  to  church, 

How  we  shall  astonis^h  the  Browns  ! 
Jokery,  jeerinof,  quiz  ! 
dost  people  are  fond  of  a  feast, 
I  And  they  love  those  who  give  'era  the  most, 
fflore  than  those  folks  who  give  'em  the  least. 

)ne  party  soon  drew  on  another, 

And  then  to  continue  ihe  game, 
\s  the  Browns  were  J^-going  to  the  races, 
I  The  Caggs  must  of  course  do  the  same. 
iBuk  I  liow  surprised  they  will  be, 

When  they  see  us  appear  on  the  Downs  ! 
Ve  will  go  in  a  carriage  and  four, 

And  we  shall  so  astonish  the  Browns  ! 
I  Jokery,  jeering,  quiz  ! 

the  neighbours  said,  Caggs  was  clever, 

But  as  sure  as  eggs  be  but  eggs, 
jiuch  things  won't  continue  for  ever. 

Whatever  was  done  by  the  B.'s, 
!  The  C.'s  tried  to  do  more  than  equal, 
\ut  as  they  had  not  the  same  means, 
I  They  fail'd,  as  you'll  see  by  the  sequeK 
hey  were  forc'd  to  run  off  from  the  street. 
For  fortune  look'd  on  'em  with  frowns, 
^nd,  what  is  more  galling  than  all — 
It  did  not  astonish  the  Browns ! 
Jokery, jeering,  quiz! 
lany  folks,  in  this  world's  ups  and  downs, 

Very  oft  astonish  themselves, 
yheu  ibey  try  to  astonish  the  Browns  ! 


My  tale  Fll  conclude  with  a  proverb, 

In  which  there's  a  great  deal  of  sense, 
Your  pounds  may  be  left  to  themselves, 

If  you  will  take  care  of  your  pence! 
In  this  you'll  discover  my  moral — 

A  moral  worth  mitres  and  crowns — 
If  you  would  have  silver  and  gold, 

You  must  always  beware  of  the  Browns, 
Jokery,  jeering,  quiz! 
Be  cautious  in  great  London  town, 

Or,  in  trying  to  do,  you'll  get  done, 
And  not  only  done — but  done  brown. 


The  Beggar  GirL 


1 

! 
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QVER  the  mountain,  and  over  the  moor. 

Hungry  and  barefoot,  I  wander  forlorn; 
My  father  is  dead,  and  my  mother  is  poor. 

And  she  grieves  for  the  days  that  will  never  returi 
Pity,  kind  gentlefolk,  friends  to  humanity. 

Cold  blows  the  wind,  and  the  night's  coming  on ; 
Give  me  some  food  for  my  mother,  in  charity. 

Give  me  some  food,  and  then  Pll  be  gone. 


Call  me  not  lazy-back  beggar,  and  bold  enough  I 

Fain  would  I  learn  both  to  knit  and  to  sew  ; 
I've  two  little  brothers  at  home,  when  they're 
enough. 

They  will  work  hard  for  the  gifts  you  bestow* 
Pity,  kind  gentlefolk,  &c. 
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O  think,  while  you  revel  so  careless  and  free. 
Secure  from  the  wind,  and  well  clothed  and  fed ; 

Should  fortune  so  change  it,  how  hard  would  it  be. 
To  beg  at  a  door  for  a  morsel  of  bread* 
Pity,  kind  gentlefolk,  &c. 


21 


The  Light  of  other  Days. 

THE  light  of  other  days  is  faded. 
And  all  their  glories  paft  j 
?or  grief  with  heavy  wing  hath  (haded. 

The  hopes  too  bright  to  laft. 
The  world  with  morning's  mantle  clouded. 

Shines  forth  with  purer  rays ; 
Jut  the  heart  ne'er  feels,  in  forrow  flirouded. 
The  light  of  other  days. 

The  leaf  which  autumn  tempefts  wither, 
The  birds  which  then  take  wing, 

Vhen  winter's  winds  are  paft,  come  hither, 
To  welcome  back  the  fpring. 

^'he  very  ivy  on  the  ruin, 
!n  bloom  full  life  difplays  j 

lut  the  heart  alone  fees  no  renewing 
.    The  light  of  other  days. 

I  Pretty  Star  of  the  Night. 

^HE  daylight  has  long  been  sunk  under  the  billow. 

And  Zephyr  its  absence  is  mourning  in  sighs, 
hen  quickly,  my  dearest,  arise  from  your  pillow, 
'  And  make  the  day  with  the  light  of  your  eyes, 
hat  fairer  than  you  no  one  ever  may  prove,  (my  love. 
The  bright  mould  that  form'd  you  they've  broken, 
hen  0  !  for  creation's  sake,  rise,  dearest,  dove. 
The  daylight,  &c. 

•etty  star  of  my  soul !  Heaven's  stars  all  outshining, 
ilweet  dream  of  my  slumbers !  Ah,  love,  pray  you  rise ! 
nehantress  !  all  hearts  in  your  fetters  entwining, 
To  my  ears  you  are  music  and  light  to  my  eyes  ; 
»«y  ang'uish  you're  balm,  to  pleasures  you're  bliss. 
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To  my  touch  you  are  joy,  there's  the  world  in  youi 
kiss; 

Day  is  not  day  if  your  presence  I  miss, 

Ah  !  no,  'tis  a  night  cold  and  moonless  as  this. 

Pretty  star,  &c. 

Brightly  breaks  the  Morn/ 

jgEHOLD  how  brightly  breaks  the  morning, 
Tho'  bleak  our  lot,  our  hearts  are  warm, 
To  toil  inur'd,  all  danger  scorning. 

And  hail  the  breeze,  or  brave  the  storm. 

Put  off,  put  ©ff,  our  course  we  know. 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  and  whisper  low, 

Look  out,  and  spread  our  nets  with  care. 
The  prey  we  seek,  we'll  soon  ensnare. 

Away,  tho'  tempest  darkens  o'er  us. 

Boldly  still  we'll  stem  the  wave. 
Hoist,  hoist  all  sail,  while  shines  before  us, 

Hope's  beacon  lights  to  cheer  the  brave. 
Put  off,  put  off,  &c. 

The  Maid  of  Langollen. 

npHO'  lowly  my  lot,  and  tho'  poor  my  estate, 
I  see  without  envy  the  wealthy  and  great ; 
Contented  and  proud  a  poor  shepherd  to  be, 
While  the  maid  of  Langollen  smiles  sweetly  on  me 

My  way  on  the  mountain  I  cheerfully  take, 
At  morn,  when  the  song-birds  their  melody  make 
And  at  eve  I  return  with  a  heart  full  of  glee, 
For  the  maid  of  Langollen  smiles  sweetly  on  me. 


Glenarvon's  rich  lord  passes  scornfully  by, 
But  wealth  can  ne'er  make  him  so  happy  as  I; 
And  prouder  than  ever  the  proudest  PIl  be,  r 
While  the  maid  of  Langollen  smiles  sweetly  on  me 
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Follow,  follow  over  Mountain. 

I*  The  Spirit  shall  guide  thee  over  seas  and  mountains,  covered 
I  with  roses,  to  Love's  fountain  !  whose  watert  thou  shalt  taste, 
and  thou  shalt  forget  thy  unhappy  love.*' 


FOLLOW,  follow  over  mountain, 
Follow,  follow  over  fea, 
jVnd  I'll  guide  thee  to  Lovers  fountain, 
I  If  you'll  follow,  follow  me. 
'  Follow,  follow,  &c. 

¥ith  the  waters  of  the  fountain 
Will  I  eafe  thy  aching  heart, 

ind  the  rofes  of  the  mountain 
Shall  to  thee  a  balm  impart. 

Follow,  follow  5&C. 

or  woman's  love  is  dearly  bought. 
If  bought  with  peace  of  mind  ; 
jUt  tafte  the  fount,  and  not  a  thought 
Of  love  is  left  behind. 

Follow,  follow,  &c. 

I  fan  thee  with  the  Zephyr's  wing, 
And  watch  thee  night  and  day  j 

II  guide  thee  to  love's  healing  fpring, 
iSo  follow,  and  away, 
j  Follow,  follow,  &€. 
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I'm  his  only  Daughter. 

DOWN  in  yon  valley  my  father  doesf 
dwell, 

See  yonder  on  Mary  he's  leaning ;  j 
All  that  his  cottage  produces  he  fells. 

And  I  earn  him  a  little  by  gleaning. 
But  I  muft  away  by  the  break  of  the  day, 
-  My  basket  to  fill  by  the  water. 
To  earn  what  I  can,  for  my  father,  poor  man| 

For  I  am  his  only  daughter,  | 

•i 

The  ladies  they  ofFer'd  me  places  three,  ^ 

And  told  me  to  choofe  which  Vd  rather,  ] 
But  this  is  the  anfwer  they  all  get  from  me,; 

O !  Ladies,  pray  think  of  my  father  !  j 
If  I  was  to  leave  the  cottage  would  grieve, 

Forgetting  the  duties  he  taught  her,  '[ 
If  I  was  to  leave  the  cottage  would  grieve,  ' 

For  I  am  his  only  daughter.  [ 

Young  Jockey  he  fetched  from  the  fields 
below^ 

Three  pretty  cows  from  old  Mary  ; 
And  foon  he  fhall  want,  he  told  me  fo,  \ 

A  maid  to  look  after  his  dairy.  j 
Should  he  ask  me  to  go,  I  could  not  fay  No] 

For  its  only  juft  over  the  water,  '  i 

Should  he  ask  me  to  go,  I  could  not  fay  No| 

But  I  am  the  cottager's  daughter.  | 
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